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INTO THE 
LANKNOWN. 


SS = AW ! r ij 


WN TO ANOTHER 
BS WORLD. A WORLD 
Ree V7 TWIN SLINS. 


) FAR AWAY FROM THE ¥ 
PLANET THEY CALL 


/ CLA 
BUT STILL MARKEO BY 
THE LINMISTAKABLE 
PRESENCE OF HLUIMAN 
BEINGS. 


“3 


_ ae 
OX ay KO 
7 JUN 


WHO BLILD SUCH 
BEALITIFLIL | 
CITIES. OY yi 


THEN PROCEED TO 
ILLUMINATE THEM 
WITH THE FLAMES... 


HAMMONE. 
KEEP US 
COVERED. 


ANDI WILL 
HANCLE 
THIS IN 
PERSON. 


LIKE THE WILD 
WEST. 


A BLUINCH OF 
PRIMITIVES. 


I DON'T KNOW, 
IVES. BUT WE'VE 
LOCATED 
ACE. 
NOW 
WE JUST 
HAVE TOGET 


"ARMED WITH NOTHING - 
BETTEP THAN Bows | | = 
AND Arrows: GA 

i WEN 


i 


7 


MERU 


(a f 
Xd 


Lf 


JR 


TIVES’ COVERING WY WHERE'S THE 


THEY DON'T 
FIRE, PLEASE! MEDIC 7? 


STANODA 
CHANCE 
ae fl be 


ACK... 
IT GOT 
THROUGH 
My BODY 
ARMOUR. 


LIFE'S JUST NOT ey | oe 
FAIR SOMETIMES, Fee Alli | 
a 


Pe AMMONE ar 


THEY'RE 
RETREATING, 
COLONEL / 


STILL 
NO SIGN OF 
THE DOCTOR, 


LITTLE BLOKE 
GIVES ME THE 
CREEPS. 


LOOK SHARP, 
LADS. THE 
PRIMITIVES 
ARE AT IT 
AGAIN. 
THEY 
JUST DON'T 
LEARN, DO 
THEY ?_4 


WHAT 
THE HELL'S 
THAT 7 


17 COMES 
FLAPPING 
DOWN, 
AHLIGE AND 
SHADOWY. 


SARA 


_ 


| 


“NOT UNLESS 
THEY'VE GOT 
SOME KIND OF..." 


ar 


TEAMING (NTO THE LINIT 

TROOPS. SWEEPING 

THROUGH THEM, 
LNSTOPPAGLE... 


--ANO AT LAST 

THE BATTLE 

BEGINS TO GO 

YOUR WAY. 
FROM HIGH ABOVE 
YOLI WATCH, BLINK= 
ING AWAY TEARS. 


YOU REMEMBER 
HOW (7 ALL BEGAN. 
d 
r 4 
ONLY FORT Y- 


EIGHT HOURS 
AGO. 


ON A THLIRSOCAY. 


YOU REMEMBER... 


YOU BLINK IN THE HIGH 
NOON HEAT OF THE TWIN 
SUNS. ON A HOT DAY 
LIKE THIS YOL CAN 
SMELL THE ARENA. 
ANO THE SLAVE 
QUARTERS. ANO 
SOMETHING ELSE. 


ABOVE THE { 
You HEAR A TETWING FLILL 


OF (MPERIAL TROOPS, 
BLASTING TOWAROS THE 
WHITE SHOULDERS OF THE 
SWOW MOUNTAINS. THERE 
B/S ANOTHER (NSURRECTION 
7O QUELL. 


Wl /7'S ANOTHER WORLO. 
A WONDERFUL WORLD. 


FRR 


B.. = a ZS = 
Bl BUT SOMETHING 
| KEEPS BRINGING 
| you GACK. 


— ee a 


7S 70 WHAT 
HEY CALL EXCUSE ME -- 
REALITY. 1S THIS THE 
SURVEYOR'S 
OFFICE? 


L , eee er 
O.... 
\ i} 


DIDN'T HAVE 
ANYTHING BETTER TO 
DO THIS AFTERNOON, 

DID You? 


TO LOOK AT 
PROPERTY 
RECORDS FoR 
THIS AREA 
FROM WORLD 
WAR 2. 


|“ A MAN. A PLAN. A 


/ 


CANAL. MIDDLESBROUGH.” 


HMM. 


NOT MUCH OF A 
PALINODROME. AND 
I DON'T LIKE THE 

PLAN, &/THER... 


EXCEPT THIS 
PLACE IS CALLED 
MIDDLESBROUGH. 


"THREE POINTS, 
DOCTOR. THIS is 
A Rive NOTA 


THIRD, IT 
WASN'T A MAN 


WHO MADE THE PLAN. } 


SECOND, IF 
I'M NOT UP IN AN 
Hour TELL MY MUM 
SHE CAN HAVE 
THE DATSLN. 


JUST CALL 
ME COLONEL 
| FROST. \'M 
GOING BACK 
\ DOWN. law 


4 A 
“ L THINK I'VE 
FOUND IT.” 
A 


ss —\ HT) My, Ao 


mm 


x 


—_"r//! 
Wii, 


| 11) TE i 
“WAITING ff 
FoR ME.” 


1s all 


CHEERS, ALEX. 
BUT THIS WASN'T 
BOMBS. MORE LIKE 
A CRASH. 2 


; “WELL NOW WE'VE ~ WHAT You? = 
” 7 j BuT THERE 
FOLIND IT. WAS A LOT OF 
BOMB DAMAGE 


DURING THE 
Wi 


“YOU KNOW, i 
LIKE AN AIRCRAFT 
CRASH. 


Mytiy) ass 


Eas 


Si 


Yee 


BEET 


a I cme 
> LL TH N' INO 
HURCRAET: ] INFORMATION | ME SAYING 
= —= | HERE. I'LL JUST | THAT. 
KEEP LOOKING. : 


AND LT HOPE 
YOu DON'T MIND 
THE COFFEE BEING 
SO STRONG. 


I DON'T 

IND, YOU KNOW. 
YOU'RE REALLY 
PRETTY, ACE. 


OTHERWISE You 
COULO TASTE THE 
CHLORMEZANONE. 


S 
ES 


a ala ct Fa WELL, WE'VE 
YOUR MEN GOT IT OUT 
I KNEW I COULD ARE DOING A GooDp ANYWAY. THE 


RELY ON LINIT To JOB, COLONEL. 
RUN THINGS TO fe» —_ f , KILLED IN 
PLAN... i ‘Wy 7 ’ WS a/ __{ COMBAT. HE WAS 
PROBABLY JUST 
A KIO. 


JUST THINK ABOUT 
IT. YOU'RE NINETEEN YEARS 
OLD, FAR FROM HOME. HIGH 
uP IN THE BLUE SKY ON A 
SUMMER AFTERNOON... 


AND _ 
: THERE'S THE 
THEN Ate 50 YEARS THAT 
: FOLLOW. 


DOWN 
THERE. UNDER 
THE WATER. IN 

THE COLD. 
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NOTICE (T 
HAD GOT 


| H) rr 


UNNUEUOCUNE Htaneemangees: ee 


dad 


EVER WOKEN LIP 
WITHOUT A CLUE 

‘2 
ik ds nash Na AW NOT NECESSARILY 
A NICE FEELING. 


a Sy t / 
f Z oe ( Wh HON * 
rls Wee (ry, ~\ 
Cdl sd | frp RO /7'S HAPPENED 
a wil , 4 in win ae 70 ACE A FEW |, 
— / 'S: 


LS 
Bur NEVER ANO SOMETHING ELSE. 
QUITE LIKE 3 SOMETHING SHE CAN'T 
THIS. QUITE (DENTIFY. 


ACE BLINKS (N THE 
HIGH NOON HEAT OF 
THE TWIN SUNS. {IT'S 
A HOT DAY. SHE CAN 
SMELL THE OCEAN. 


GETTING 


CLOSER... AY 


1 ACE KNOWS SHE WON'T } 
BE HEARD. BUT SHE 
SHOUTS FOR HELP 
ANYWAY. 


T 


— i 
hh 


cece 11164 


THEY ROAR AWAY TOWAROS 

THE SNOW COVERED MOLINTAINS 

(N THE DISTANCE. AND THEN 

THERE (5 ANOTHER SOLINO. 

IN THE CORRIDOR OUTSIDE 
HER CELL. 

aa ‘ORME 


yee 
f 


ee 


" 
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ABOVE HER SHE CAN 
HEAR THE BLASTING 


MICOCLESBROLUGH, FRICAY. 

A YOUNG CLERK 1S DRIVING 

TO WORK. H1s NAME (5 

ALEX EVENING. HE'S HAP 

eb Paid WHAT O1P THAT 
GIRL CALL HER- 
SELF ? ACE... 


Su 

THINK OF HER YET. HE 
CONCENTRATES ON DRIVING. 
HIS OLO CAP HAS SERVED 
HIM FAITHFLILLY FOR YEAS. 


| me 

| e | | Via \ : 

| RAAT 
| mr ARE 


YOU WANT 
TO DO THIS, 


| U)VUTEVVE THE 


} 
| 
| 


I SUGGEST WE 
PROCEED AS £ 
PLANNER 


NOT 
WORRY, DOCTOR. 
I'VE CONDLICTED 
INTERROGATIONS 
» BEFORE. 


ALEX EVENING 

13 LOOKING 

FORWARO TO 
TONMGH7- 


HE'S RIGHT, 


COLONEL. MAYBE YOUR CONCERN, 


THERE'S AN- 


CORPORAL 
OTHER WAY. . 


» BUT 
YY SINCE WE WENT 
TO THE TROUBLE OF 
RECOVERING THIS SPEC- 
IMEN FROM THE RIVER... 


"LET'S GET 
STARTED." 


COLONEL FROST FEELS 
A BURNING SENSATION 
GET HER EVES. THEN 
IT'S LIKE THE 
ANASTHETIC BEFORE 
AN OPERATION. SHE 
TRIES COLINTING 


- SACKWARCS FLOM F008. 


OH, BITS ANP PIECES... K/ 
FOR INSTANCE, THAT 
DEVICE ON HE& FORE- 
HEAD. I OBTAINED 

IT FROM THE 
CYBERMEN... 


ee 


S 
. 
= 
=. 
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ae A MEETING 
OF MINDS." 


\ 


dG 


VAG 
AN 


y, al SON eae 
\ mye 
st 


>» 


DOCTOR, ARE 


YOu SURE THIS 


IS SAFE 7 


--JUST BEFORE I 


DESTROYEP THEIS 


WARSHIF, IN ORBIT 
AROUND THE 
MOON. 


THINK OF IT \ 
AS ALLOWINGA 
FORM OF 
COMMLIN- 


FOR COLONEL FROST (T'S LIKE 
DREAMING, BLIT CLEARER. (T 
COMES IN FLASHES. HAST 
SHE CAN SMELL FISH ANP 
RIVER MLIO AT LOW TICE... 
THEN SE CAN SEE THE KLIST 


dl SOMETHING THATS 
BEEN CEAP ALONG V 


OLUCEP LINDEIPWATER LIGHT. 


ROTTING THING 


@L1T COLONEL 
FROSTISA Tf 
WARIO, 


IN A VOICE 
LIKE NAILS ; 
TORN FICOM : wm 
A CRATE. ou 
THIS WITH YOU? 
MACHINES. 


en 


SHE KEEPS MOVING 
TOWAROS (7 TOWARDS 


| THE ROTTING THING. 
"CAN YOU HEAR ME?” 
SHE SAYS. 


F 


IT'S WORKING... 
THEY'RE ESTAB- 
LISHING CON- 


COME WITH 
QUESTIONS. THAT'S 
WHY YOL PREDGEP 


ME FROM MY 


WISH TO KNOW 
SOME THING ? COME 
CLOSE. I KNOWL AM 
SLICK WITH CORRLIPT- 
ION.L KNOW I 
STINK. IT AM 


IA 
GLAD I DIO 
NOT LIVE To 
SEE SUCH 
MACHINES. 


"AND NOW YOLI WILL 
SEE FLASHES OF 
MEMORY FROM A 
ROTTING BRAIN . 


"lf AM FLYING. 
FIGHTING. THE 
i WAR IN THE 
la 1 CLEAN SUMMER 


aN gir» 


\. gut Hn ANA 


i 
my 


\- df 


SOME KIND 
OF AIRCRAFT. 


"ELYING STRAIGHT AT 

ME. ASTRANGE AIR- 

CRAFT. LIKE NOTHING 
ON EARTH. 


ao ww? 


THE COCKPIT 
BLURNS. 


“THE COLDSMASH O 

WATER. THEN THE YEARS 

IN THE DARKNESS WITH 

THE DANCE OF THE FISH. 
am 


IT FLOATS 
FULL OF LI 


TN ~ 
cares SS a | “BUT COMPARED TO 
"PERHAPS YOU'O YOU LOVE abe" BEING DEAD, IT'S A 
ike Xo = ANOTHER AND [ , PAINFUL, RN KE 
WITH ME. L KNOW YOu 
AGE TER@IBLY 
TROUBLED. 


. ww Na 


Whine 


ii 
Mt 


fo 


1 Glee 


THAT DEAD, 
AUF STINKING THING. 
WIEDERSEHEN. : IT WAS INSIOE MY 
o HEAD. IT KNEW 
ALL ABOLIT ME 


COLONEL a aes ; THIS IS 
FROST, ARE \ QUITE SOME 
YOU ALL oe 7 MACHINE YOU PLUGGED 
RIGHT? wi f ME INTO, DOCTOR. WHEN 
L wo . OUR MISSION Is OVER 
I THINK I'LL DIS- 
MANTLE I(T... 


THAT 
THING 
COULD READ 
MY MIND. 


--WITHA YOU WERE RIGHT 
SLEDGE- ABOUT ONE THING. 
HAMMER, THERE WAS 


A UL.F.O. 


IT 
CRASHED 
SOMEWHERE IN 
THIS CITY, 5O YEARS 
AGO. ALL THAT ALIEN 
TECHNOLOGY. AND 
IT'S GONE 
MISSING. 
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"SHE COULD BE 
ANYWHERE" 


4N A HIGH TOWER. INA 
STRANGE CITY. TWIN 
SUNS BLAZE THROUGH 
A NARROW WINDOW ANP 
SPARKLE ON GOL 
GOLIP GOLD. HEAVY AND 
COOL TO THE TOLCH. 


THE GUARD ANC 
THE ONE CALLED? 


THE DOCTOR 
HAPN'T COME 
WHEN ACE 
CALLED. 
INSTEAP, 
HER SHOUTS 
BROLIGHT 
THESE MEN. 


A 


4 WOLILD NOT JOKE, j LAVE OF 
GlRL.TRLUST ME. GIRL HONOUIE SLAVE 
MUST LOOK econ. A IS ALWAYS VERY 


FOR EMPEROR. BEAUTIFUL. 


| ACE BURSTS FROM THE 
)\ CELL ANC INTO THE j 
| COOL SHADOW Y COR 1ODOR. + 
| SHE STARES AT THIF 
STRANGE PLACE AS SHE 
RLINS. 


THE SMELL IS 
ja STRONGER HERE. 
|] A SMELL SHE 
CAN'T QUITE 
IDENTIFY. 


AE AG; 

Ue PG 
THEN, AS SHE 
SLAMS THE DOOR 
OPEN, 1THITS 

HER. 


SLAVES SHOLILD BE 
RESPECTFUL TO 
UNCLE TOTWALD. 
ONLY UNCLE TOT- 
WALD KNOWS 


: AL SHOLILD 
Jf WHI 
{ BE KEPT CLOSED... 


LISTEN... 
UNCLE 
TOTWALD. 


MAYBE 
WE COULD GIVE 
THAT OUTFIT ANOTHER 
GO, EX? AND MAYBE YOU 
COULD GIVE LISA 
HAND UP 


20 


MIPPLESBROLIGH. 
17'S COLO ANO, | 
RAINING. 


ij 


/ BURROU 
a JAR id 


' Gl 
mi DOCTOR CAN LOOK 
m AFTER HIMSELF." 


| AE COESN'T LIKE \ 

| THE WAY THE 
LITTLE MAN IS 
STARING AT HIM. 


; COLONEL, WHEN 
YOu SAID THAT THING 
‘\ READ YOUR MING... 
WHAT OIC You 
_ MEAN ? af 


Tit KNEW AGOL”IT 

\ ME ANDONICK... 

: MY BOY- 
FRIEND. 


WE DON'T 

F EXACTLY HAVE 
WHAT You'O CALL A 
HEALTHY RELATION- 
SHIP PERHAPS YOU 


a Oe 


K 


I'm AFRAID T ¥ 
HAVEN'T SEEN 
THIS GIRL, 


YOU DON'T, 
' CORPORAL. 


A 


AAA AS 


ABOUT THE Gilet. THE 


MOST RECENT GIRL. 


ey 


CLERK CAN 
HELP 


THIS 


YOUNG WOMAN 


ING FORWAROE TO 
THE WEEKENC. 


SEEN HER. 
VERY PRETTY 


GIRL. 


T 
{ CERTAINLY 
HOPE YOU FIND 
HER, SIP. 


HAS JOINED? THE 
f RANKS OF THE MISSING, 


FLAT NOW, 
PLEASE. 


ANCE THE TWIN 
SUNS, THE VOICES 
OF YOLING WOMEN 
RISE (N THE HEAT 


7 OH, YOU'LL 
GET USED TO 
MT: 


IT'S EVERYWHEPE. 

BE LIKE GLUE. LIKE THE 
§ GLUE YOU USE ON 
MOCELS 


YOu'D BE 
SURPRISED ¥ 
WHAT YOU CAN 

GET USED 

> TO% 


I'M WENOY. BUT 
_| SHAZ HAS BEEN AN 


LONGER THAN ANVY- 
ONE. HAVEN'T 
— YOU, SHAZ 2 


J 
HOPE THEY 
DON'T OO THE 
BIT WITH 
THE HEAP. 


IH, WELL, 
EVERY SEVEN 
DAYS... 


IT WHEN THEY 
DO THE BIT 


i) 


( 


A GRIM COLD FrILAY 
EVENING ANP THE RAIN 
(S COMING DOWN. 
"=. $2 KS 
ALEX EVENING 
LISTENS TOT 
| BEATING ON THE 
ROOF OF THE 


* 


] SHE'D GE 
THERE. 


THE SHED CREAKS /N 
THE RISING WIND, 
LIKE A SMALL BOAT 
SETTING OFF ONA 
LONG JOURNE Y- 

@ ta 


ORIES OF ALL THE 
THINGS HE'S BLULT) 


HE CAN LET IT 
HAPPEN FRIDAY 
NIGHT ANE ALL, Vy 
DAY SATLIRDAY. } 


=) 


IN MIDELESEROLIGH, 17'S Vy 


} 


PON'T MISS 
THE BEGINNING 
THIS TIME. 


I'LL SEE YOU 
FOR THE SER- 


| 


| ay i 
A Citi, 


77 WAS A HARD 


BATTLE. BLIT NOW 
HE HAS A LOCK ON 


td] AND SHE LETS 

| HIM STAY IN HEE, 

BR LINT/L SLINPAY 
MORNING. 


ie | 
eel SP 
ANC NO ONE 


A COOL BREEZE SPINS THE = corte 
LONG BRAID OF HAIR. THERE hy tee Noa ela 
15 A RIBGON CAREFLILLY j pala 
KNOTTED THERE BY A LOVER. P 


WHAT'S 
SHE ON 


"OH WO--IT 
MUST BE 
FRIDAY." 


THEYONLY DO “@@ Anoirit | [THE EmreROe Y y i AS THE SUNS 
THE THING WITH w/S FRIDAY--| | 1S HEE. fl” im, | CO DOWN, OLIR 
THE HEAD ON : : 
FRIDAY. Pan 
ry ACE LOOKS LIP 
1 
| —— 


prt , eae BE V0 FEELS A 
co a Sy oma i ) SUPCEN CHILL. 


we, 


NE THE oa 

\ Si, f ; OF AIRPLANE 

W WM 7 ae 
é ro & 


SN R p Gy? THE SUINS ARE 
= > ¢ _ | | SETTING OVER 
a) J te PW IN Fee DARK SEA. 
a AA | J) ACE LOOKS L1P i 
> ; it 


\\ nt i ,// Lim, a 


ANP BEGINS 
70 SHIVER. 


PLIROLE LIZARDS 5 s7/12 ; 
IN THE VINES. 77 Yh 
MO WiGarT WIN cCaeeies VE 
THE TANG OF THE 
DN OCEAN, OF SCENTED FL 
SLOSSOMB... 


IN MICCLESBROLGEH, | 

CORPORAL LVEF a . COLONEL FROST, 

LISTENS TO THE RAIN. | oe WHO HAS NEVER 

17'S PRLIMMING ON : aa. STAREL INTOA 

THE ROOF OF THE ; oe i f MIRROR, TRYING 

UNIT STAFF CAR. : 2 <a TOWISH HERSELF 
17 BRINGS GACK 

MEMORIES. 

MEMORIES OF 

CROWING LIF? 


COLONEL FROST'S 
WINDOW. 


HAC TO WORRY 
, / if ABOLIT FALLING. 
WHO NEVER SAW THE a ae 
PLAYCROLING TARMAC 
COMING LIP TO SMACK 

HER FACE. 


\ WHO NEVER © 

\ HEARD THEM T 
\ CHANTING. 
Sh 


| 
ALISON FOX, JANET 
PRINCE ANP LUCY 
PRITCHARC. ALWAYS | 
CHANTING THE SAME 
THING. | 


y, 


EVERY TIME THEY 

PLUSH YOLl OVER. 

YOL THINK THEY LO 
GET TIREZL.. 


or gt 


YOL/ RE TIRED. OF 
BEING THE FAT 
ONE. THE UGLY 
ONE. THE BLILLIEP 


Wf a 


BETTER NOT 
To REMEMBER. 
BETTER TO 

Y) THINK OF SOME- 
THING ELSE. 


THINK OF COLONEL 
FROST WITH HER 
BOYFRAENC. NICK. 


Hen ceKy 
THINK OF THEM SAYIN TOE 
TOGETHER. SPECIAL 

as Mm woes... 


EVERYTHING (SF 
YOL/ STLIP/P i OO) VERY COMPLICATEC. 
COW. 7 | COLONEL FreosT 
. rs, ‘ TRIES NOT TOLISTEN. 


ij 


NICK, WE 

HAVE To STOP 
FIGHTING. WE 
HAVE TO TALK. 


TALK > SURE.YOU | i THAT'S WHY THE 7 1 ALwAys 
REMEMBER SAYING Fil] | PHYSICAL SIDE OF MANAGE TO 
THAT AT LEAST A IT'S STILL an VISUALISE 

THE PHYSICAL SIDE GOOD. SOMEONE 
IS STILL GOOD? _ eo = ELSE. 


WELL, AS : 
A SCIENTIST 

I NEEV IMAG- 
INATION. THE 
ABILITY TO 
VISUALISE 


HEY, I THOUGHT 
YOU SAIC YOu 
WANTED TO 

TALK: 


EV HINGIS | 
VERY COMPLICATED. 


IT SUCPCENLY 

MAKES EVER Y- 

THING VERY 
SVMIFLE. 
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EVERYONE HAS GAC 

THOLIGHTS. PEEP IN lm 

THE MINES. >< 
ee Se Sea 


BEEP IN HE! _ 
MINC, COLONEL 
FROST (SF 
HEARING A 


17'S SAYING, "WELL ,GO AHEAL. an 
WHAT ARE YOLl WAITING FOR?” 


__ a 


SS 


ease 
THE PHONE (S RINGING. 
SHE LOWERS THE GLIN, 
SHAKING. 


THINKING AGOL/ 
WHAT SHE ALMOST 


HE SAYS 
YOU WON'T 
BELIEVE IT, 


THE RAIN HAS STOP PE?. 


THE STARS SHINE (MN THE WHAT THE 
HIGH CLEAR NIGHT. AN HELLIS GOING 
ON ? ‘ 


INFINITY OF WORLOS. 


WHY sO 
ANGRY, 
MURIEL? 


~ 1 THOUGHT : 
I CONTACTED You 
AT A RATHER 

OPPORTLINE 


I'M HERE TO LOCATE 
A CRASHED L/Fo --— 
AND FOR ALL THE 
PLANNING THAT 
WENT INTO THIS 
MISSION , WE'VE 
GOT VERY LITTLE 
TO SHOW FOR IT 

SO FAR... 


Now You 
DRAG ME HERE 
TO LOOK AT SOME 
AID WHO'S OL/T 
OF HIS BONCE. 


HE APPEARS TO 
BE IN SOME KINDOF 
TRANCE, COLONEL. 


I THINK 
y IT'S TIME FoR 
SOME 
EXPLANATIONS, 
OOCTOR... 


WHAT HAS THIS 
GOT TO DO WITH 
THE MISSING... 


LETT Seis 


YOU O CALL 1/7 ACE KEEPS TELLING 
SATLICLCAY HERSELF THAT. ae 
MOPNING 1 : / 
THE MEAL WOR sii ; he ( ; 


0 


cll 


ill 
Oe el 
Sui 


ba SQ__._ ACL 
ACE THOLIGHT THE NIGHT 
WOULD NEVER EN NOW i Ly 
A &I20 SINGS AN INTRIC- | “Ub 
ATE, LOVELY DAWN SONG. “| Oa a ae any 
: 84/7 ALL ACE CAN Y , \ 
HEAR ARE WENDY'S | :, 
SOBS FROM LAST |" + 


17'S A BEAUTIFLIL 

WORLD. ANO ACE 

WISHES SHE WAS 
CEAL. 


ie 1 
HAN 


iy an 


> 
A i - 


i 


H [t USER TO LOVE | Eh Ace STAKES INTO THE FLOWER, | 
p> BUILDING TRYING TOLOSE HERSELF IN 

F am ITS BEALITY. TRYING TO FORGET | 
THAT. LAST NIGHT. : 


= SS NES 

LOOKS LIKE A MODE , : Sn 

FROM LIP HERE, td SEN \N \\ 
DON'T You , : 


(IMPERIAL CITY 


YOU KNOW. ¥ 


BUT IT WASN'T AT ALL 
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Wa Base = SP TUL We = h a i) pee 4 
SOMETHING Tih a my. = —— 
M | i f/ ! 
| im pg at) Loo 


ip | Ml pills ss My 
: iM 


ii : 


bull 


! 
hi hh! 


LEFT, JANICE EVENING 
CAME OuIT To Ask Hee Wh a || Uh we i fal ih) 


& 7 \\) Cee ean 
i] WHEN THE STRANGERS ml hi fe pk -_ 
NK | 
| 


FON eget Yd Bios! SF GOING 


I burma oy Waa Vad i I 


/ 
% 
A ND DISCOVERED 
yl THAT SOMETHING 
bee IS TERRIBLY WRONG. 


Le 
ESSsyw 
GUT JANMRE 
EVENING HAS 
THE STRLENGCTHY 
OF HER FAITH. 


Bl/T JANICE 
EVENING 
KEEPS STARING 
AT HE SON... 


HE HEARS 
SOMETHING OLIT- 
SIDE. 


MY CITY 
IS STILL 
BURNING. 4 


oe MY i 
BH BEALITIFLIL 
Clty: 


ANO© YOt/ 
L407 HAVE 
RLWINEDP 
17 £ 


I'M GOING TO 
HAVE TO START 


THIS IS 
MY WORLD ANP 
J DECIDE WHOL 
SHARE IT 


BETTER WIPE 
THE SLATE A 


7 


SL 


ALWAve An eS a a : re me ALEX 7 WHAT'S 
LUNEXPECTED gD : : i 
GUEST. 


GOING ON? 


POLICE” Box || 


aw OS 


ce 


if 


TT 


QUICK, 
KARN--KILL 
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Empire nearly became the Doctor Who Magazine 

equivalent of Shada. It’s almost three years since I 
received Andrew Cartmel’s original plotline about a dead- 
ly alien artefact falling into the wrong hands. Although we 
began publication of the story way back in Issue 180, the 
strip unfortunately began to fall behind its production 
schedule (for a combination of reasons too lengthy to go 
into here) and any editor worth their salt will tell you pub- 
lishing deadlines wait for no-one. Rather than lose the 
strip completely — especially considering the superb art we 
were getting from Richard Piers Rayner — I reluctantly 
took the decision to delay publication of subsequent chap- 
ters until all parties concerned caught up with each other. 
When the strip was complete, it would be published. Little 
did I suspect that the story would be so long in the telling! 


| Be those of you who don’t already know, Evening’s 


The decision to publish the strip in its entirety, and in colour, 
no less, is a bonus. Full marks there to Marvel UK's management, 
who have displayed so much faith in Doctor Who as the show 
approaches its Thirtieth Anniversary. What a shame that confi- 
dence is nowhere in evidence at the BBC Television! 


This then, is Evening’s Empire. A tale which we planned would continue the mythos of Doctor Who 
roughly where our favourite Time Lord left it in Survival, the last new TV story to be transmitted to date. 
Cartmel, who was a driving force behind the shaping of the Seventh Doctor’s persona, has taken tried and 
trusted elements of the TV show and twisted them into a darker tale. UNIT. A crashed spaceship. Powers 
for good twisted by sick minds. A companion gone missing... The whole story has been brought to strik- 
ing life by the stunning art of Richard Piers Rayner. 


Like many of the Seventh Doctor’s tales, you might feel you’re not getting the whole picture in the first 
telling. As the strip’s editor, all I’ll say is that using Muriel Frost was part of an ongoing attempt to give 
the comic strip adventures of the Doctor a more solid supporting cast, whatever century he appeared 
in. Because Evening’s Empire was delayed, those themes have yet to be explored — and perhaps now they 
never will. But I can guarantee that the Doctor Who comic strip will continue to bring you new adven- 
tures that are every bit as good as the one you have just read. Stories that will blend what you might 
expect in a Doctor Who story with ideas that are fresh and new — just as the TV series itself always 
thrived on pushing forwards, rather than relying solely on its (albeit much valued) past. 


This special is already part of the Doctor’s past. The future is waiting to be written... 


John Freeman 


